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EXPLANATION 

Good reader, pause and you shall hear 
Of shameless scandal flaunting high, 

Fit for a gossip's choicest sneer, 
Or tear-drops from a patriot's eye. 

Be calm, good reader ; you shall find 
No word of amorous secrets here — '■ 

No lady unto sports inclined, 
No over-gallant cavalier, 

But truths retold, and aimed to fit 

Pretensions which have thrived too well 

And some of it shall pass for wit, 
And some be damned for doggerel. 







" Careless keepers plied 
With brush, some water and a little lime.' 
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THE WIZARD AND THE PACHYDERMS 

There hangs in space a star — a wondrous orb — 

Inhabited by beings passing strange. 

One side of it, the Western Hemisphere, 

Is dominated by a curious type ; 

Lacking a better term, books call it 44 Man, 1 ' 

And yet it differs from the genus true 

So far, the name re-echoes like a sneer. 

These creatures are distinguished by their thickness, - 

Thickness of wit, and thickness too of hide, 

For there has been no weapon yet discovered 

So sharp or strong that it will penetrate 

The natural armor of their sluggish souls. 

The rulers of this race are feared afar. 

The "Grand Old Pachyderms" they call themselves, 

And so content are they that they declare 

" If you 're no pachyderm, you are an ass." 

Chosen from pachyderms, a court holds forth 

There in the stately halls of Whitewashtown. 



Those pillars all of marble once were white, 
But as the grime of the corrupting years 
Gathered upon them, careless keepers plied 
With brush, some water and a little lime, 
And cried, " Behold ! 
Are we not now the purest of the puje ? "' 
And fierce they trumpeted when any sought 
To scrape away the scales that hid such beauty. 
Mark Hanna ruler of the court was made, 
Surpassing in all kinds of thicknesses ; 
And John Hay hahdles the affairs of state, 
And Gage on the exchequer keeps an eye, 
And there are many others who by name . 
Shall be anon made known, 
Even to Little William, courtly pet, 
Who, being smallest, has the highest chair. 

There came one day a careless troubadour, 
Ready to give much song for little pay, 
And breathe his heart out for a woman's smile. 
The minstrel tuned his lute. He strove to frame 
The flatterer's 'customed note, 
But in this court there lurked a lazy wight 
Called Common Sense, who very oft was spurned, 
And made to wear the motley now and then 
That men might give less credit to his words. 
His wisdom held within its scope some magic 
Which he was wont to use for his diversion ; 
And now and then he loosed a careless bolt 



Which shook the palace, and he laughed aloud — 

For even jesters fain would be amused. 

This crafty wizard, with a subtle spell, 

Bewitched the troubadour, 

And like the lady in an idle tale, 

Who sweetly sang neath a hypnotic power, 

The minstrel warbled loud with borrowed skill. 

Vainly he strove for songs of servile sweetness, 

And when he heard the echo of his lay 

He shivered with surprise, yet could not cease. 

He thanked again his lucky horoscope 

Which makes a Pachyderm serenely dense. 

Old Common Sense grinned broad when he announced 

His songs of heroes, with a bow and scrape, 

And roared to hear him twang his truant lute 

Unto the strains which shall be here set down. 
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'The Dollar is King, be it white or gold.' 
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KING DOLLAR 

The Dollar is King, be it white or gold ; 

It was king of old, it is king to-day — 
The master of benefits untold, 

Or a monster to waken the world's dismay. 

Here 's to the dollar that rules us now — 

The dollar that hides when the mills shut dowu, 

The dollar that sneers when the toiler's brow 
Is furrowed by hunger's pathetic frown. 

A trusted creature with work to do, 

At the call of duty it turned to sleep — 

A yellow tyrant whose retinue 

Revels when countless thousands weep ! 
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" Is this a picture true, 
Or have these men like coxcombs slandered you ? ' 
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A SUSPECTED GODDESS 

Fair Liberty, so praised by every tongue, 

Why are these daily protestations wrung 

From your fair lips — Why must you kneel and vow 

That you were ne'er more safely kept than now? 

Why must those favored most beneath your sway 

Lift up their voices, vowing night and day 

That you are vestal perfect as of old 

And proof against the blandishments of gold ? 

'T is widely known how dark suspicions touch 

The eager Dame who doth protest too much — 

Say that we do you an injustice deep 

To judge you by the company you keep. 

This love for Hanna which we so deplore — 

Is it platonic friendship, nothing more ? 

Tiny of eye and faltering of tongue, 

Gloating o'er gold from want and suffering wrung, 

Could you, in all this lusty hemisphere, 

Have found a more unworthy cavalier ? 

Him have you chosen all the world before 
To keep the key which opes your chamber door ; 
And he, a careless guardian, bids you do 
The bidding of his recreant retinue ! 
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Come, twittering Teddy, boisterous troubadour, 

Amuse my lady with your tireless roar ! 

Lift up your voice like any bellowing calf, 

Grin like an ape and make the minions laugh ! 

And Gage may bring her bangles from the mint — 

Perhaps she loves a mercenary hint, 

And to indulge his smug and clerkly bent, 

Let him keep books for the establishment. 

Let Smith a share of notice, too, enjoy, 

And act as messenger, a jaunty boy 

Who often his employer's praise shall tell. 

The work is easy and it pays him well, 

Arid if there be some "rough house" in the night, 

Both Root and Long are near to talk of fight. 

These, and some hundreds, or some thousands more, 

Have easy access at the Mansion door, 

Where suave and docile Butler William stands, 

To welcome wealth with hospitable hands. 

Sweet Liberty ! Is this a picture true, 
Or have these men, like coxcombs, slandered you, 
And, angered at their vulgar pleas disdained, 
Boasted of favors which they ne'er attained ? 

Say ! Shall these creatures mold your future fate, 
Or will you spurn them ere it be too late ? 
'T is yours to speak and still a nation's fears ; 
Have you turned harlot in your later years ? 
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THE STATESMAN OF TO-DAY 

O Shade of Mighty Jefferson, 
Look on this modern clay ! 

Behold a picture truly done — 
The statesman of to-day ! 

The man who holds the chariot's reins 
And speeds it through the air, 

Who every warning word disdains 
And drives, the Lord knows where ! 

Wliat though the Romans went to pot 
Through pomp and vulgar greed, 

He says that history *s Tommyrot, 
He has n't time to read. 

His motto is "In God we Trust" ; 

His faith to that he '11 join, 
He knows that it is right and just — 

He saw it on a coin. 

Fond of the workingman is he, 

His love is never lax — 
For he admits that there must be 

Some one to pay the tax. 

He prides himself on vulgar tricks 

For ages known so well — 
He thinks he 's playing politics 

When he is playing hell. 
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" For you and goats can swallow anything.' 



CHARLES HENRY GROSVENOR 

Greetings, Old Capricorn — your blatant "B-a-a" 
Is far more harmless than the silent schemes 

Which many a rogue, much wiser than you are, 
Boldly matures while seemingly he dreams. 

'T is not alone your whiskers, docile sage, 

Snow-kissed and waving where the world may note, 

Which bids me, like a priest of pagan age, 
Kneel reverently down and call you " goat. 
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Surely you " lisped in numbers' ' when a child, 
For genius knows what study never learns, 

And Euclid is a proposition mild 

Compared to you when figuring on returns. 

Faith is your strength, you play your little part, 
And cheerfully your board and clothes receive ; 

Whatever be the lie your bosses start 

You bow three times and bellow, " I believe !" 

'T is the digestion which betrays your kind, 
And bids us stand aghast and wondering 

At strength of stomach and at strength of mind, 
For you and goats can swallow anything. 




" I, like the rainbow, shine.' 
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SENATOR WALCOTT 

I, like the rainbow, shine on mortal eyes ; 

My raiment is to me a thing most dear — 
And, rainbow-like, the principles I prize 

Glisten awhile, then shift, — then disappear. 
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And Wi'.Uam som-ti.iu-s geii a hu.->!; 
If he is 5,'oxi " 
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THE INTELLIGENT PIG 

Approach, thou stateliest muse, and lend 
Your aid to praise the Nation's friend, 

While millions hark, 
And in their worship bend the knee 
And warble in a bondsman's key 
An anthem loud, but scarcely free, 

To mighty Mark. 
» 
His heart so stout will never fail, 
What though the thoughtful may assail 

His stubborn bent ? 
His trusty pig — let no man scoff, 
Since all in vain we call him off — 
Now has both feet inside the trough 

And is content. 

And Little William — gentle child — 
With manners so well-bred and mild, 

Must bring it food. 
He feeds him well from dawn to dusk 
And strokes him and is never brusque, — 
And William sometimes gets a husk, 

If he is good. 




'A wondrous thoughtful man." 
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ODE TO u BILLY" MASON 

He scatters his opinions free, 
And does the best he can ; 

If he had only brains, he 'd be 
A wondrous thoughtful man. 
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44 The Bunthorne pose breaks forth again.' 
28 



HENRY CABOT LODGE 

Of alphabets none will deny 
That he quite lavishly partook ; 

In Boston you will hear them sigh, 
"Dear Henry knows his little book." 

'T is Hamlet's volume, u words " alone, 
On which you seem most oft to look — 

But still we say in awestruck tone 
That Henry knows his little book. 

The Bunthorne pose breaks forth again, 

And in some literary nook 
He scribbles on with might and main, 

"Write me as one who knows his book.'* 

He bleats of purity and creed — 
Yet Hanna's foulness never shook 

His adoration, na indeed, 

For Henry knows his little book. 
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44 He shrieked and went to war.' 
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THE McKINLIAD 

Sing, goddess, sing about the wrath 
Of Great KcKinley ; and the path 
Of bluff and bluster which was blazed 
Through Cuba while men stood amazed. 
Sing with a voice that thrills with pain 
The dastard wreckage of the Maine ! 
Oh, what a fitting climax this 
For years of faltering cowardice ! 

Like lightning from a sky serene 

The awful flash illumed the scene, 

And to a shuddering world revealed 

The festering guilt so long concealed. 

Then there was hurrying to and fro 

By carpet heroes. Words of woe 

Poured forth from lips all trembling white — 

14 Good God ! " said Bill, " we 've got to fight ! " 

And then he breathed a hasty prayer 

And murmured, "it is wrong to swear." 

Then Marcus Hanna, with a wail, 

Clutched at his check-book and turned pale. 

" Fight ! " he exclaimed ; " what for, pray tell ? 

It may cost money ; and too well 

You know we need our coin and notes 

To be applied to buying votes." 



McKinley wailed : " See what you do ! 

Because I was in debt to you 

You 've gotten nie into this fix ! 

I am your tool in politics ; 

I am compelled because of need 

To be a cats-paw to your greed ! " 

44 Nay," Hanna roared ; " you wrong me there, 

For cats-paws scratch, — you would n't dare ! 

In luxury I 've put you here, 

To bow and scrape and smile and leer. 

I '11 Nero be, if I see fit — 

Petronius you, in all but wit 

You need not do a blessed thing 

But bow approval when I sing. 

Do not give way to palsied fright, 

I '11 see to it. You need n't fight. 

What is a war ship more or less ? 

The Cramps can build some more, I guess ; 

'T will make them kinder when they 're dunned 

For tribute to our campaign fund." 

<4 But," he protested, u men were killed — 
The mob grows fierce when blood is spilled ! " 

44 Go to ! What difference does it make? 
Do we not bid our miners quake 
With musketry and fierce display, 
And shoot them when they disobey ? 
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And they who die, you Ml mostly find, 
Have left large families behind, 
The readier to toil and fawn 
When their paternal prop is gone." 

But they had failed to calculate 
Upon a force than theirs more great. 
Public Opinion spoke — " You must ! " 
They heard, and grovelled in the dust ! 

Then, Towser-like, dragged by a chain, 
Bracing his feet with might and main, 
Droop-eared and whining, scared and sore, 
McKinley shrieked and went to war ! 

Then there was scrambling hot and fast. 

A box, a toothpick for a mast, 

A sail torn from a pillow slip 

Sufficed to make a transport ship. 

The Treasury by millions shrunk, 

Paid for the rottenest of junk. 

They were no more than painted toys, 

But good enough for soldier boys — 

Boys who came trooping to the call, 

And risked their lives, their hopes, their all ! 

Boys who trudged on through shine and wet, 

Under some half-baked martinet 

Of military honors full 

Because of his department pull. 
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What need again their fate to tell ? 
A cess-pool served them for a well, 
The daily meat before them spread 
Poisoned the daring worms that fed. 
And when death hovered o'er the tribe 
Some grave horse-doctor would prescribe. 

Then Hanna found his heart anew. 
Said he, " Our foes are weak and few. 
Since we are in so far, 't were fit 
That we get something out of it. 
The Cubans have a righteous cause, 
We '11 win the popular applause, 
And, like a play with scenes oft changed, 
|| We '11 have a schedule pre-arranged. " 



The General Corbin struck a pose 

And felt so fierce he changed his clothes. 

And warriors vowed, with cunning smiles, 
" There won't be any show for Miles. 
We '11 say with a sarcasm shrewd 
His bath-tub marks him as a dude." 

When none was looking, far away, 
Brave Dewey snatched their fame away — 
■ But fools have luck ; this man they feared 
I*et loose his lips and persevered 
Until we understood, alas, 
One may be brave, and still an ass. 
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Poor Hobson's fame was on each breath 

Until he kissed himself to death. 

Big Fitzhugh I>e, and Fighting Joe 

Strutted a little to and fro, 

And then snuffed out — good men and true, 

But their opinions would n't do. 

Great Shafter, pendulous of girth, 

Strode wildly o'er the quaking earth, 

Till, like a prudent soldier- man, 

He got a hammock and a fan, 

And there he dozed in peace complete — 

And that 's what saved him from retreat. 




Cervera, cornered like a rat, 

In grim anticipation sat ; 

A rat who knows full well his fate, 

Yet finds that he must cower and wait 

While some few terriers of the pack 

To snap and snarl are turning back. 

44 We 'd whip them easy," murmured Ivong; 

" Those Spaniard folk are far from strong — 

But scarce I know how to begin, 

I fear to let the wrong man win. 

This fame to which men's cheers they left, 

I must award it as a gift." 

But talking Teddy would n't stand 
And let another play his hand. 
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" And then he dozed in peace complete, 
And that 's what saved him from retreat." 
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With all the ardor that inflames 

A Guiteau or a Jesse James 

He blundered headlong into strife 

And made a jest of human life. 

Lucky for you, O talking Ted, 

'T was no great personage you led 

Upon that idiotic quest 

Which laid brave boys to bloody rest. 

They were but dazzled youths, we know, 

These martyrs to your wild west show. 

Must we cut down our manhood's flower 

To feed a maniac's greed for power ? 

Are you a Borgia, come to stay, 

Or just a fleeting Boulanger? 

'T was done at last — the Spaniard fled 
And far across the ocean sped. 
They asked for no excursion rate, — 
This country settled all the freight. 
The vanquished tyrant homeward slunk, 
Safe with a state-room and a bunk, 
And Hanna said such martial fame 
To grace a President's acclaim 
Was cheap at any price — we ought 
To thank them, too, for being caught, 
Especially as the money spent 
Came from the general government. 

Then came the invalid's parade. 

We welcomed them — and we stood dismayed ! 
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We saw them stricken with fever heat, 
Sallow and sick — and all for what ? 

What have we now to show the world ? 
Is Liberty's fair flag unfurled 
Above the lands which claimed our care ? 
Oh, what a hideous sight is there ! 

Here Rathbone sits with reeking jaw, 
There Neely with distended maw ; 
The carnage has but served to feed 
The wandering vulture's filthiest greed. 
And near and far a hideous throng 
Gorges and sings a carrion song, 
Hovering, while each some morsel gleans, 
From Cuba to the Philippines. 
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JOHN WANAMAKER 

I am the dry goods man. 
I would rather 
Be a dry goods man 
Than the ice man 
Any day. 

I tell my Sunday-school 

To grow up and be good, 

Like me. 

I tell the dear children 

To love their neighbors, 

Unless Matt Quay 

Happens to live in their neighborhood, 

For Quay 

Is a bold, bad man. 

He is a ! 

Excuse me, dear children, 
While I go 

And get a few more dashes. 
He is a 



Thank you. I feel better now. 

Do you want to Tuiow 

How # to get to heaven ? 

Study your Sunday-school lesson 

And read my full-page 

Advertisements 
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'It has been said that I 
For gain put pictures in the public prints 
Which might bring blushes — *' 
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About Paris Thoughts, 

Et cetera. 

I defy anybody to prove 

That my Paris Thoughts 

Do not lead to reflections 

On higher, better, nobler things. 

I invented them 

And therefore I am worthy 

Of honor as a wise, God-fearing man. 

It has been said that I 

For gain put pictures in the public prints 

Which might bring blushes to the cheek 

Of Good Miss Bock 

Who runs the Ladies' Magazine. 

Don't you believe it. 

Those pictures bring refinement 

To many happy homes, 

And if the Paris Thoughts are all right, 

Who cares, though flap-jacks burn 

And dust accumulate. 

And now, dear boys, 

I hope that all of you 

Over the age of twenty-one, . 

Or big enough to look so, 

Will rally at the polls, 

And put me into politics again, 

And help me smite this vulgar man u Matt Quay," 

This unrefined and coarse and earthy man, 

Who never had a Paris thought 

In all his life. 




T is mine to mould a Governor.' 
4* 



THOMAS PLATT 

The whirligig of time has brought 

A sweet revenge at last. 
No longer am I scourged and taught 

To say with eyes upcast,— 
"Me too?" 

No Conkling, eloquent and bold, 
Constrains me to his way. 

The master now, 't is mine to mould, 
A Governor to say, — 
"Me too!" 

I reck not of a nation's fate — 

My powers I apply 
To rule or ruin one small State 

And hear my bondsmen sigh, — 
"Me too!" 



43 




4 Cut ofl" the eagle's wings and head 
And fit them to me — or I die ! ' " 
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THE BIRTH OF THE GRIFFIN 

Where is the lion's valiant roar? 

Where is the eagle's dauntless scream ? 
That terrified the world of yore 

And woke the despot from his dream ! 

With tail between his quivering legs 

To war the lion now is led. 
The eagle fiercely chirps, then begs, 

And to the monarch bows its head. 

O mighty bird with gifts so proud, 
Why have you quit the shining skies 

Thus to be snared among the crowd 
Who battle for the vulture's prize ? 

The doddering lion, struck with fear, 
Feeling the touch of time's decay, 

Though spurned of yore again draws near 
And begs the surgeon's aid from Hay. 

" Cut off the eagle's wings and head 
And fit them to me — or I die ! 
My blundering paw's dull force has fled, 
I fain would learn to think and fly! " 

Unhindered, let him hack and hew, 
That monsters may be built again, 

Until the shuddering world shall view 
A griffin born — an eagle slain. 
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Of mariners I am the prince.' 
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MR. LONG OF THE NAVY 

I never plowed the briny foam, 
But on a pleasant summer day 

I took a trip away from home 

And saw the ocean at Cape May. 

Of mariners I am the prince, 

The modern monarch of the sea ; 

I am the greatest sailor since 
Sir Joseph Porter, K. C. B. 
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*' Your antic stride 
Grows more pathetic with declining years." 
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CHAUNCEY M. DEPEW 

Where is your motley uniform, O clown ? 

Where are your horned cap and bells of gilt, 
Where is your bauble to inform the town 

You are a menial to Lord Vanderbilt ? 

Poor, capering merryman ! Your antic stride 
Grows more pathetic with declining years ; 

To youth such flippancies are not denied, 
But at your age they move us e'en to tears. 

'T is time your weazening knees in prayer were pressed 

While you reflect upon a life ill-spent. 
Sad mummer, close your book of ribald jest, 

Open a Bible ; study and repent ! 
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'And Marcus shovels in the grist.' 



So 



THE HERO MILL 

Come, step up to the hero mill 

Whenever you have time ; 
We '11 show you all a touch of skill 

That 's really sublime. 
It only needs a simple twist 

To give you any rank, 
And Marcus shovels in the grist 

And also turns the crank. 

It makes no difference if you be 

A Solon or a dunce, 
If you possess a pedigree 

You are engaged at once. 
For you have heard old Homer tell 

How gods played various tricks ; 
: It has been said that War is Hell, — 

It 's likewise politics. 

O where is Miles, the soldier man, 

So often in the right ? 
He toils, far distant from the clan 

Who M rather talk than fight. 
He makes no " Nation's birthday gifts" 

To stir things up at home ; 
His stalwart arm he never lifts 

To steer a hippodrome. 
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1 But blessings shall not cease to flow 
So long as I can fawn so well." 
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Our money must be honest gold, — 

But for a hero new, 
So long as Mark controls the mold, 

Most any stuff will do. 
And he will show them to the crowd 

All neat and ready made, 
While thousands cheer them long and loud- 

The puppets on parade. 



CHARLES EMORY SMITH 

Pity my tears. Respect my plight. 

A fool-friend I, well understood — 
A platform they won't let me write, 

To laud Dear William as I would. 

Of Postal Service less I know 

Than nymphs who in the ocean dwell 
But blessings will not cease to flow 

So long as I can fawn so well. 

I care not for my knaves who raise 
A nation's blush by ruthless acts, 

So long as William hears my praise 
And takes it all for gospel facts. 
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1 What is this crossing of the lines ? " 
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QUAY AND THE GYPSY 

Comk ! Let me see your hand, Matt Quay ; 

To read it I will try — 
The shrewdest hand which many a day 

Has brought beneath mine eye. 

What is this crossing of the lines ? 

In vain I persevere, 
Mine eye its cunning now resigns — 

Excuse this bitter tear. 

Alas, my plight is sad indeed, 

My powers begin to fail — 
I can't decide if these lines lead 

To Congress or to jail ! 
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" O man of Ayrshire, hoot awa ! 

An honest Scot you might have died.' 
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JAMIE WILSON, AGRICULTURIST 

O man of Ayrshire, hoot awa ! 

An honest Scot you might have died, 
All heedful of the moral law, 

But for your father's wandering pride. 

He brought you here when but a lad, 
And when upon the soil you set 

Your foot, you hurried to the bad, 
And now you 're in this Cabinet. 

And this corruption which we see, — 
Tell us, good fanner, shall it stay, 

Or shall it lead to liberty, 

As flowers blossom from decay ? 
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4 1 am a lawyer — that is why 
They sought my help when war was nigh.' 
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ELIHU ROOT 

T am a lawyer — that is why 

They sought my help when war was nigh. 

*T is true that I had never set 

A squadron in the field as yet ; 

But when it comes to shady work, 

Where diplomatic quibbles lurk, 

They find — deny it if you can — 

I am a mighty handy man. 
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44 So study hard, O gentle Joe, 

Do England's bidding, day by day.' 
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JOSEPH CHOATE 

Alas, poor Yorick ! where are now 

Those gibes which lulled us once to sleep ? 

No more with a complacent brow 
You jest and wake the echoes deep. 

He is not dead ; but weary grown 
He seeks to build his life anew — 

He cultivates the statesman's tone 
And leaves the motley to Depew. 

Joe Chamberlain has him in hand ; . 

He learns, with ne'er a lesson missed > 
To "civilize" weak nations and 

To kill them off if they resist. 

So study hard, O gentle Joe, 

Do England's bidding, day by day. 

Until our land in you may know 
Another diplomat like Hay. 

Learn to be Britain's pliant slave, 
Follow this beaten path to power, — 

And if you 're good enougli a knave 

You may become the Queen's right bower. 
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" The Treasury owes its existence to me." 
62 



UNCLE JOE CANNON 

If you truly believed all my brag, you 'd agree 
The Treasury owes its existence to me. 
So long as we 've money, your Uncle won't fret, 
No matter how much we are running in debt. 

At pensions and other small matters I stick — 
Extravagance here cuts my soul to the quick — 
But when Marcus or William for money go there, 
They can take it and burn it for all that I care ! 
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1 O wondrous cipher ! O mysterious naught ! ' 



HITCHCOCK 

O wondrous cipher ! O mysterious naught ! 
From infinite darkness into glory brought, 
You 're like the Borealis heaven-kissed, 
For none knows how or wherefore you exist. 
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1 What fierce fidelity we view ! 
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O HOAR 

O venerable, hoary Hoar, 

What fierce fidelity we view ! 
You love your party loves the more 

When they have bruised and beaten you, 
O Hoar ! 

Though with indignant pain you roar, 
You breathe affection's vows anew 

And dread lest you be shown the door, 
And humbly seek their will to do, 
O Hoar ! 
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• But Ted came safe— so never mind—" 
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THE FIGHTING TENTH 

Why teach our boys of Marathon ? 

Shut up your school books tight ; 
To speak of aught except " San Juan " 

Is now a grievous slight 
Those Greeks — with what contempt we view 

Their plans which could not thrive ! 
But " Teddy" knew a thing or two, 

For he got back alive. 

Some honest chaps are left behind, 

In ambuscade laid low, 
But Ted came safe — so never mind — 

"The chance of war you know !" 
But where 's the colored man who wins 

True credit from the fray, 
Who put poor Teddy upon his pins 

When he had lost the day ? 

These Afric troops must calmly view 

His buncombe and his boast ; 
He trails his rag-time honors through 

The land from coast to coast ! 
And " Mistah " Johnsing's song is cut — 

It seems a dark-brown shame — 
A negro might steal chickens, but 

He would n't filch his fame ! 
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* And Griggs and the beast, in the public view, 
Shook hands as contestants always do." 
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GRIGGS AND THE OCTOPUS 

An octopus came to the land one day, 

Fiercer than dragons that raged of old ; 
Carnage and misery untold 
Flourished beneath his fearful sway, 

And we cried for a knight with valiant crest 
To rid our land of this noxious pest. 

Then came Sir Griggs, with a jaunty air, 

From the land by the sea where the sands lie white ; 
A ribboned and laced and bespangled knight, 
Strutting in tijne to the trumpet's blare. 
And he said, tc I will tame the octopus ; 
Why, the rascally brute was raised with us." 

He polished his armor and weighed his lance, 
And the world stood by in admiring awe, 
Ready to lift a glad hurrah 
When he led this creature a final dance. 

He weighed and polished ; he polished and weighed, 
But the octopus was n't at all afraid. 

And they left him alone with the grewsome thing, 
They left him alone and went their ways ; 
They said "he will conquer it one of these days, 
And then his praise we will join to sing." 

And Griggs and the beast, in the public view, 
Shook hands, as contestants always do. 




• What do I know about finance ? 

Have I not held the usurer's scales ? ' 
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When they returned from towns and farms, 
To see what had come of the awful fight, 
They found the octopus and the knight 
Sound asleep in each other's arms. 

And he vowed to the world he had proven thus 
That he was n't afraid of the octopus. 



LYMAN P.* GAGE 

What do I know about finance ? 
Have I not held the usurer's scales, 
And with an eye that never fails 

Observed the market gambler's chance? 

The envious cry, " See how he climbs ! 
With talents that are scarcely more 
Than one who keeps a country store, 

He turns his nickels into dimes ! " 

Have I not with a Shylock's glance, 
From 'neath my patriarchal mask, 
Watched for stray moneys? — yet you ask, 

u What do I know about finance !" 
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' I 'd rather shut up with a bang 
Than stand with Hanna and his gang." 
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THOMAS B. REED 

When tempests stir the public mind 

And fiercer grow, 
This Reed can bend before the wind — 

Then let it blow ! 
My mouth, which once with speeches rang, 
I 'd rather shut up with a bang 
Than stand with Hanna and his gang — 

I 'm lying low ! 

I used to be a very gay 

Satiric elf ; 
But brains are not good form to-day 

Without the pelf. 
Men used to watch my every dart 
And smile and murmur, " ain't he smart ! " 
Yet I, with all my cynic art, 

Am on the shelf. 

Some little labor I must do 

For bread and beans. 
I often give an interview 

Behind the scenes, 
Or let my lighter fancies wing, 
And pen some dainty little thing 
To mingle with the " pomes on Spring " 

In magazines. 
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Yet I, though heartily I love 

The world's acclaim, 
Would rather pack my grip and rove 

From marts of shame, 
And loiter calm and baby-browed, 
Far from the pomp and banners proud, 
Than join the Coney Island crowd 

That runs the game. 



GENERAL EAGAN 

" You may break, you may shatter the vase if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will cling to it still." 

— Moore. 

And the case is the same, though the theme less 

polite is, 
With that queer little beast of the genus mephitis. 
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ABOUT FLAG HAULINGS 

Who will haul down the flag, 

Once it is flying ? ' 

Echo it, pillar and crag, 

This patriot note so defying ! 

Though hoisted by chance or by lying, 
Conquest and death must not lag. 
Who will haul down the flag ? 

Who will haul down the flag ? 

In China 't is waving. 
Is our courage beginning to sag ? 

That watch-word once more we are craving ! 

Where are the ranting and raving ? 
Is there none to restrain us and brag, 
When we haul down the flag ! 
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" Who was it pressed the opium draught 
To my reluctant lips ? " 
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THE CHINAMAN 

Who was it pressed the opium draught 
To my reluctant lips ? In vain 

Was my appeal, and so I quaffed 

The cursed brew for England's gain. 

Who was it taught me that in trade 
No reverent feeling shall be stirred — 

That promises are lightly made, 
And faith is but a vacant word? 

So while you punish, pity me. 

This picture draw while honor grieves : 
A maniac Croesus, doomed to be 

The sport of poisoners and of thieves. 
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' A general came a-jingling." 
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GENERAL OTIS 

A General came a-jingling 
With accoutrements so brave ! 

With the heathen he 'd been mingling, 
Far across the tropic wave. 

Like a grand triumphal hero 

Marching through the streets he came, 
With a record less than zero, 

But a hero just the same. 
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' And got a kicking for your pains.' 
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ALGER 

Sleep, patient toiler, like the slave, 
Who asks but life and ne'er complains ; 

Abject obedience you gave, 

And got a kicking for your pains. 



83 




4 The palm, good Kaiser, friend of mine, 
For impudence you must resign — 
To Theodore." 
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"MEINSELF!" 

Shall Germany's bold lord alone 
Adopt the egomaniac's tone — 
"Meinself und Gott !" 

His modesty seems strange to me, 
The burden of my song shall be — 
Just Theodore. 

" He was " — so carve my monument — 
"Too good to be Vice-President " — 
This Theodore. 

Van Buren, Thomas Jefferson, 
Such men as these the work have done - 
But Theodore? 

He is not made of such dull clay. 
The condescension brings dismay — 
To Theodore. 

Like Caesar I have claimed the earth, 
And boomed for all that he is worth - 
Great Theodore. 

But Caesar's fame shows one sad lack, 
He never shot men in the back — 
Like Theodore. 
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Who apes the unkempt ruffian's style, 
Dime-novel readers to beguile ? 
'T is Theodore. 

Who flourished high his broad-brimmed hat 
Till Hanna flat upon him sat ? 
'T was Theodore. 

Who begged for unearned medals and 
Got buffeted with ruthless hand ? 
Brave Theodore. 

Who finds himself a berth that 's warm 
And then bleats loudly of reform ? 
Sly Theodore. 

Who sends for Root to find a plan 
For dodging taxes when he can ? 
'T is Theodore. 

The palm, O Kaiser, friend of mine, 
For impudence you must resign — 
To Theodore. 

Go hide your head behind the throne 
And hear me shout in trumpet tone — 
44 Meinself alone !" 
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THE PORTO RICANS 

Laden with roses we hastened to greet you. 

We pledged you in wine and we praised you in song ; 
Our hearts all sincerely spoke forth to entreat you 

To linger, since we had been waiting so long. 

Alas for the word that 's too honestly spoken ; 

Alas for the love that too frankly is sung ! 
Since promises oft are but made to be broken 

And treachery speaks with an eloquent tongue. 

Our flowers, like our hopes, are forgotten and faded ; 

The dregs we must drink are full bitter to taste, 
And our songs are of sadness. Oppressed and degraded 

We shrink from your sneers while we hunger and 
waste. 
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THE WAKENED TROUBADOUR 
(conclusion) 

The minstrel dropped his lute and rubbed his eye 
As Common Sense released him from the spell. 
" Alack !"he cried, " for all these wasted hours 
Which should have earned frivolity's reward, 
With dancing measures for the careless throng ! 
When next I sleep 
I hope my conscience claims a sweeter dream ! 

"I have beheld 

My fairest idols crumbling to the dust ! 

Men whom I honored once and honor still, 

For all the honesty they may possess, 

Have mocked and gibbered at me, as they stood 

Clad in the tatters of the mountebank ! 

U, T is strange how love will linger, once bestowed! 

For should the awful lottery of Death 

For one of these ordain within the hour 

The grand, mysterious prize for which we pay 

Our years out, one by one, 

Still would I weep and bring my paltry bloom 

To mingle with the incense of the flowers 

Which love and fame would strew upon the bier, 

Remembering not the error, but the good. 

"I '11 tune my lute again, 

And tighten, too, my heart strings for new lays. 

These pachyderms may still be pachyderms, 

And asses still be asses if they fain 

Would bray and bear the burdens and the blows. 

I shall defy the din and weep no more 

While life is sweet with love and summer time." 
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economists of all ages and of all countries. He presents a com- 
prehensive and exhaustive, yet condensed study of money in its 
relations to commerce, public finance, general economic*, and all 
the interests variously affected by the standard of value. The 
work is forceful and scholarly, yet it does not require a special 
schooling in finance to bring it easily within the comprehension 
of the layman. The work ma«t necessarily take the place of all 
former books for the layman in this department, and will be in- 
dispensable for the student of monetary science in its general or 
particular aspects. 

Size, 5x7%; Pages, *78 ; Price, $135. 

Shanklin, L KL The Laborer and His Hire 

The author's sympathies are entirely with the wage-earners, 
and additional interest is added by the fact that for many years 
he has belonged to the laboring and wage-earning class. It is 
the most interesting and important publication in this field that 
has been issued since The Workers appeared. 

Size, 5% x 7%; Binding, cloth; Price, $1.50. 

Stimpson, Herbert Baird The Regeneration 

Miss Kate Mason Rowland, in TJie Richmond Time*, writes : 
" Mr. Stimpson is another new writer from the sunny South of 
much promise. * * * Tlie Regeneration is written in charm- 
ing literary syle, and its chivalric sentiments will make it very 
pleasing to the South and not at all offensive to the North." 

Size, 5x7%; Pages, 181; Binding, cloth; Price, $1.00. 



THE XEALE COMPANY'S PUBLICATIONS 

Von Huldenfeld, Edmund, Baron Wucherer 
Vadc-Mecum to the Dinner Table, 

or Handbook of Good Manners at Table 

An exceedingly valuable book for those traveling abroad. 
The authorized free translation from the German is by Mariane 
E, Dresden. 

fHit, 6%x8; Pagc$, 16U ; Binding, doth ; Price, 80 cents. 



$2.00 a Year Single Number, 50c 

The 

Conservative Review 

"The Leading Quarterly of America" 
J* J* J* 

* * * In make-up Tub Conservative Review reminds us 
of the staid and dignified British quarterlies. As in the case of 
the Quarterly, the Scottish Review, etc., most of the articles are 
based upon important new books. In the United States we have 
no other publication at present constructed precisely on these 
lines. In many features the Conservative reminds us of the 
North American of a half century ago. — Review of Reviews. 

It is a strong dignified, and scholarly publication, and makes 
a welcome addition to the periodical literature of the time, filling 
a gap that has long been deplored by those who felt the need of 
an American review, treating serious subjects in a scholarly way 
and devoting to the discussion of public questions the space re- 
quired for their adequate presentation, without regard to the 
popular demand for something in the lighter vein. * * * It 
Is seldom that a magazine of any kind or of any country is able 
to present such an unusually varied and interesting list of con- 
tents as this second number of The Conservative Keview. It 
is decidedly deserving of encouragement. It is high in aim, 
thought-All in purpose, and gives at least the type of an American 
review fit to rank with the British publications of similar propor- 
tions and tone. — Editorial from Baltimore Evening Xeivs* 



